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! student less than tx0 years ago, o1 - o e Foﬂowm of Pavlova: Art > : =0 ,
- { know, playing Ragger in the hospital. - So'l'hey Say Ten Mmutes :
ACROSS THE ! A team He t0ld me that when be &5 Ofl ughter
5 beard Low I broke my leg.” “This Job of belng a father fs tho
N WAY The next week was Hospital Wesk hardest thing fa the world I kate o
for the West Central Hospital, and —A. A. mme.m a AM!:ogoizstAoﬂoa_tln Kndish press -
3'd A7, S excitement ran ki Students parad-] “[diot, a3 you *, mansapar- >4 yr ofers an amusing
Bl el et edtbemtsin?‘hitemtsozp::nq % 308 who can See 1o farther thaa him- collection of aneedotes. Some of thess
dress; smiiling norses collected at coz- self™—Ceorge Berrard Shaw. {are ths ever-popular Joctor and law-
The tittle typist, working o u».e'nm'- On the Tuesday there was a “The United States is a great zn-'yersexus- Pollowing are sorce brigt
third window on the fourth floor of | 40°r to door collecticn, 2nd ths stn- tion, with tremendous power, Sut 3. examples:— i -
tke biilding opposite the bospital, fin-} dents raided the offices of BMessrs. rather  childish  spirit™ — Siaclair ‘Are you sure I shall: recover? fas
isked ber letter with a flonrish, A | Harford & Harford. Lewis -oaceaskgda“ very anxious patieat of s
Tean went £o watch ber as ke went his] Jtdith waicked eagerly from ber “The stpreme cause of our coafu-| his doctor. “I have heard that doc- S
rounds in the men’s wards, prepared window, irring o recognize some of sion s oar contemptuons dismissal ¢f | tors sometimes give ®TORE diagnoses
10 smile. the fantastically dressed figores) ethics™—Charles A. Beard. and have treated a patient for pneu- S
= It was hardly recessary to pausa,|After lonz minutes she began to tnink| “Indiridual ~ fnitiative  encouraged | mona who afterwaids died of t{ph:gd g
he reflected. He krew so well what | that her 0w room on the fourth floor under the capitalistic system i3 egsen-| fover.” “Let me “ell you, sir,” said
she would do. She would open afE3d been forgotten; thea the Joor tial to the trus progress of man~—|the wmedico, indignantly, “that you
drawer, take Gt her powder-pu, and | opezed 2nd someone came in. He came Newtoz D. Baker. : Bave been woefully misinformed It :
powdar her impudent Little nose.  kan | Straight across to her seat by the win- “America {3 more bathtub-conscious | very rarely happens that 2 diagacsis
she would perbaps throw some laugh.| dow 2s if she were the only person than thousht - conscious” — Faaale]is wrorg; and as for nyself, if I treat
ing remark to the girl who worked| ke wished to see. Hurst, : aman sor preumonia, he dies of paeu-
nearest ker. In any eveat, it would| He smiled. Standing before ber, “Realism is a 2004 horse to ride if| monial 5 5
shaking his collecting-box, he seemed you doa't et i throw you~—Iiarold| Another story of the difficulties of —

be some mirctes before sha started
work again.
Yes, as it happened, the little typist
nly sat back 2nd sighed. The marn
opposite was so surprised that he
paused longer than usual, until the
brigkt face at the .window turn ﬁd
away.
“That young man certainly knows
how ‘v stare,” Judy Carstairs said o
her companion.
“You should feel flattered, dear”

diagnosis concerns a doctor who “was
out of joint with ail the world”:—
“What on earth is the matter?” said
his friend. “You look awfully mad>
“I should think 5o, t00,” was the argry
reply. “Here have 1 been treating a
patient for three years for yellny
jaundice and l ve only Just fouad out
that he’s a
Here, too, is & story of that famous
wit and divine Sydrey Smith—a story
waich is also told of Charles Lamb -
szd is therefvre probably untrue of
either of them; bat, still, it is a good
story :—
Sydney Smith was giver some medi-
cine by & physician whom he had call-
ed in, and instructed to take it on an

Bell Wright.
“The cure for unemployment lies {a
pianned production aad distribution
for use, not profit”—Norman Thomas.
“Jealousy oftea grows from love."—
James J. Walker.

“Try to save your streagth by not
using it and you lose sll tha s&xength
you haa“—Henry Ford.
“The Russian people impressed ma
a3 a lot of children beiaz led.”—S. L.
Rothafel (Roxy).
A frozen asset {3 just a banksts
mistake.”—Will Rogers.
“I pever let my husband know what
money I have. I like to have a littls
that nobody knows about.”—-mdy As-
tor.

younger and gayer than ske had ever
seen him.
“You're not supposed to do tais sort
of thing, surely,” she said, when she
had recovered from her surprise, she
fumblea in ker bag for half-a<crown,
which rezlly was the most she cczld

- 1 "u—b‘ :d - » 3 =
fﬁ”fg..:‘:g. .-:'Ps;zi.. Ma;‘g’:’k eu?u_:c Members of iha Juno Art Sckool at Finchley, E ngland, poss effectively in a mirror owned by ths
zend: -

Surgeon’s Collecting Bex.” -~ *  lata Anpa Paslova. Diany ballet classes are now preparing for Ckristmas programs.

“] came across more to see you than

said Miss Macirty e. to collect,” he ¥as saying. Her heart
Judy shook her heag. Ic_apt, and she raxsed.starry eyes to
e e B him.

'His eyes are too critical; besides, |- “] wanted to sce you about our
the wretched creature always manases |y, oon-hour concert on Thursday.
to lock across when I am powderitg Her l;eart sanl: agein.
my nose. You know, that building op- SI¢’s going to be just an impromptu

“Well?” said George, shattering a strategy is surprise. Hos open-d the
long silence. cupboard door and peered in, It was
“Nizzperee, gUT-noT, - i3y price.: Giincult to ms'.mguuh anything very
And that's more’n I ought to ofer.” | clearly, but his grasping fingers came
“Why i3 it?” queried George, in a in touch with tke handle of the sword.
dangerous voice. | He extracted it from the other debris

“Because, guv-nor, trade’s that bad: and, going to the banisters, peercd
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THE SCRAP-

BY WILLIAM FREEMAN

> ‘was breught to her by one of her own . e either,” said George. “We aren’t|he answered. George became a rare of 2 vision in bless one pure unuttered | ining counsel is the ov f G
firm’s messengers. A aouce Besides wa ) oy going to selling them.”” He explained just what “Do you mean that— that there’s{a Chinese-patterned silk _dressing- thoukht ; P nessoandriies uls - :t z}e}:;mo%txo::a?lb-
“A young man left it for you in {t!ake"o ne short pesp thisugh the M0 he was selling. Sevoral? : gown. 1 ke tells the folll)gm::g anescdots:' 2
the. hall, miss,” said tke departing O;;dy followed the young man mek- “T?anl:s very mach,” lslauu the e;i- s ‘o‘tlhcsr ;)nx:e Wx}xl\e::ee t;nmfgf mu\ “'_l:g 3 f’(')pcu _the door, quicl-:!"" said Cyn-{ God and October, with her mists, by | A man was on trial for shootiag a
messenger, Iy along a ledge to & small side win-| JUISi%, young man with a painad| another some e > thia's voice in his ear. I believe 1 woodland hill and lea, number of pigeons, and:the owner 6F "~~~

pesite has blighted my life.”
3iss Macintyre was korrified.
“Oh, you shouldn’t say that. Don't
forget it’s a hospitai. Don’t forget
the good work they do.”
“Yes, I always do try to remembver
that, but I can't help regretting the
pleasant green square: we used to look
upon.  You weren't here, so you dan't
remember what this place was like a
year or two ago. It wasa p re to

affair on the first-floor roof gardea. i
suggested that it was ro use having a
modera building if we didn't make the
most of it, so we are going to have a
short concert there at lunch-time,
when everyone will be out and about.
They'll get an awfully good view from
the street, and we'll kave people down
ir the streets collecting. - Don’t you
think it’s a good idca?”
“Splendid!” said Judy. “Of course,

work here then.” :

“And now?” ventured Miss Masin-
tyre, timidly.

“It’s a perance,” said Judy sol:mn-
ly, “ard that’s final.”

“Heavens, what’s go you down
morning?” denianded Miss \!a:

- in alarm,

“The building opposita,”
terse:y.

But that‘ though indirectiy true,
was not so entirely. Judith would
hardly admit it to herself, but it was
the man opposite who had upset her.
He stared so often ird so hard that
:she kad been bound to notice him, tuz
she was often forced to wonder whe-
ther he had really noticed her. -

And because she was not sure she
was angry with herself for being so
inrerestcd in lum, angry with hersel
for liking his xair, thoughtfu! younz
face, his termus, frowning brows, but
-she was angrier still with him because
he never smiled.

He seemed very remote and ab-
stracted in his work across the way.
The boys in the men’s ward smiled at

her, and were only too happy if she “Well, it's just right here at hand, | each other. In tones which he tried to| = #Must be,” murmured George. He| muscular arm round his nmeck and gf toh dream tho long Blght |y ./7ie arrived at the painter’s house
smiled back. The boys in the men's|{LY0! went fo look. It's that next bit) make sound casual, George accepted| slid out of bed and x.umblmgly put on borne him backwards. Tousl: he found that he was expected to treat ;
ward waved to her, and were delight- of low roof that backs on to here. It's| the offer. slippers and a dressing-gown, reflect-| * “Sock him a good "un, AIE” said the a sick French poodle. - Naturally ho’ :

ed if she waved back. The old men
sat by their windows in tl'e sun and
nodded to her.

They weré 21l pleased to see her—ail
except the seriouz young man. He just
stared and frowned, almost as if ne
was not pleased with what he saw.
Thus it was that on this bright morn-
ing Judy also frowncd over her ‘ype-
writer.

She was still frowning when a note

Judith looked down at the note with
puzzled eyes. . When she had read the

I'll do everything I can to help. I ex-
pect I can get som2 extra time off for
something as important as this. Will
you be there?” sha added, as if as an
afterthought.

“Of course,
shall want o see the concert-
sce you,” ke added. 5
But on Thursday, even when the
conzert waged wildest and most hi-
laricus, Peter Maddox was nowhere to
be seen. ;
“Why doesn’t he come?” Judy kept
asking herself. “Why didn’t he come?”
she finally asked one of the students.
“I believe he’s busy with an opera-
tion now, or going to be very shorily,”
he replied; then he looked at ‘his]i
watch. “Why, ve're due down therc
at three o’clock, aren’t we?” And
rmora than half ‘cf the students fled,
leaving Judy and about four others
to clear up.
“BEver seen the _operating. theatre
from this point of vantage?” asked
the student who had spoken first.
“No,” said Judy, “nor from any
other poirt.”

if I possibly ecan. I}’
And to

t

lower than the rest so that they get
daylight through the roof. Gosh, girl,

b
you should sea the lamps they have in

into the garden.

included an electric
meat covers, ard an old cavalry
with a broken hilt.

to get
dealer.
cne?”

young mar who produced a note-book,
glanced alertly about him, and said,
“Eleven-seventeen-six.”

and six-pence.’

board under the stairs, and included
in the tea pounds paid for “sundries.”
In George's eyes they were jurk with
interesting possibilities; Cynthia re-
garded {hem as jyusc plain junk.
“Anyhow, ther:'s plenty of it,” said
George, hopefully, wher Bill, tha dec-
orator’s foreman, had carried them

They made a list. Iz
flat-iron, two
sword

There was.

“Tre thing to do,” said George, *‘is
in touch vita a second-hand
Wonder if Bill knows of any-

They asked him. Biil rubbed his

nose with a distemper-stained - fore-
finger, and said he reckoned as Jevons,
of the Broadway, were the man.

They - sent Mr. Jevons a postcard,

and Synthia dusted tke junk and car-
ried it into the dining room.

At ten o'clock the following morn-
ng the front door bell rang crisply.

In the abserce of Jladys, the “daily ™
Cyrthia -went to the door.

She re-
urned in the company of an exquisite

“How mucha?” said Cynthia.
“Eleven pounus, seventeen shillings

They.flashed mcredulou; glances at

“I'li send the van a.-, soon a3 I get
ack,” said the exquisite one.
“I should have thought a barrow—"

The tLings were in the house tvhen
they bought it, stacked in the cup-

that I couldn’t offer "alf a crowa for a
Sherryton table. Ther: thiags o°
vours is no class. More trouble than
they’re worth. As for old metal and
wastepaper, you can't give them
away.”

“I'm not trying to,” zaid George.
“That was your mistake.”

“I think you were perfectly beastly
to the peor man,” said Cynthia, when
the back door had closed ca their visi-
tor.

“All right,” :n'u George exasper-
ated. “I wash my nands of the whole
business.”
“You'd better,” said Cynthia, cold'y.
“You're reariy as grimy as ke was.
And lurch’ll bs served in-five min-
utes.”
The coldness remaired for the rest
of the day—they hadn't been married
long enoagh to know how to end a

over. Almost at the same moment the
dining room door opered and a man
came out. From the bird’s-eye view
George got of him, he looked absurdly
unburglar-like. - Small and dapper,
the type which would wear button
boots and spats, and a waxed mous-
tache.
“'Urry up, Alf)” he said, hoarsely,
vver his shouldeér to an invisible cowm-
panion.
" George realized that the time had
come for action. He wished it hadn't.
He wished he could persuada himsel?
that the whole business was a drearc.
He gripped his coucage and the sword
and went downstairs. As he reathad
the vottom. Alf “-ined the dapper man

monstrably, two to one. George iwwas
ro cowarzd.  Another war would have
found him keén as mustard to defend

quarrel easily. George went for a
long, solitary walk in the afternoon.
When he came home the door of the
cupboard was open and the cupboard
skelf empty. Pride prevented him
asking Cynthia what had happened to
them, but he wondered. She couldn't,
he reflected, have burnt them, and the
garden showed no signs of a recent
burying. Cynthia koself said nothing.
La‘e that night George was awak-
ered by creaking sounds. They canwe
from the hall below. He glacced at
Cynthia. Her eyes, bright and
startled, met his in the darkness-
“Burglars.”” Her lips formed the
word soundlessly.

ing that at last the problem of exactly
what one does when face to face with
a burglar was on the eve of solution.

garrotter, and George, voiceless and
helpless, could only await the blow.

his hearth and home. . It was only the
coldness of the night that set his ieeth
chattering so abominably when the
burglars heard and confronted him.
“Wh-whadyer d-domg in  my
house?” he demanded, in an unfa-
miliar, fluty voice.

Alf answered: “Looking for a gas
leak—see. You blinkin® well scoot.
Push off, you and your tin swords, and
stop - interfering with ‘ard-working
men, un‘e" you wants a dot on the
nose.”

“I—" be n George, and then,
“Ulch!” For Ali 'S companion, -tem-
porarily forgotten, had slipped behind
him and flung a skinny but painfully

It did not come. Something roli,

there!”
“I wish I could ses them,” said
Judy.
“Follow me, child,” beckoned the
student,.“and you shail see all.”
“But we can't go in,” she objected,
“It isn't a proper visiting hour.”
“Oh,” said the young man, “it’s
much more exciting out of visiting

dow, where there was another accom-
modecing little ledge to hang on to.

hinted George.
" Mr. Jevons’s representative laugh-
ed tolerantly. “My dear sir, the side-
board alone will require two men.”
“Sideboard?” said Cynthia and
George in chorus.

“To say nothing of the table.”
“We -haven't said anything of

smile, “but no. That—" he indicated
the collection—“woulé be of no service
to us whatevah. Quite useless. Good

He tiptoed to the door, opered it, peer?

thunderbolt fashion, on Alf’s hs-ad cad

‘The wearing of the right tie f3

Hamilton.
“There i3 a wide distinction betwee

Hoover.

maay things.”—Zona Gale.
“There’s no money in zrudzes.”—
Robert Winsmore.

Eastman,

zon.
General Hanson E. Ely.

{ite—\Valter S. Gifford.

all wa are our Dbrothers™ keg
Harver D. Gibson.

Stubble

Across - the
the little spiders rup

setting of the sun;
loose after the day i3 done.

Down in the cold bare stubble fields,
before the falling dew,

little webs "anew. :
Caught in the Web of Dreams we

Acros3 the stubble fields at dawn,
the sun, on every thread,
Has touched -the lines of brokea
corn with dew be-diamonded.

dark probiem for ail us men."—Sir fan

homes and mere bousiu’"—Herbert

“Everyone who does anyv.hlng doeas

“The first feeling you will have oa
reading a ‘modernist’ {3 that the auth-
or isn’t telling you aaythinz*—>3ax

“You seldom se2 wars on the horl-
You get embroiled overnight.”—

“It is strange how comparatively
in the hall. They were, therefore, de—.:mgu things affect 2  maa’s entire

“\Ve have come to belieye that after
P2rs."—

cold bare atubble delds
From stalk to broken stalk untli the

Like hosts of hurrying thougats let

The spide:s still go weaving on their

ed down_the hali-lit hall.
he came back to Cynthia.

worrying George.

a poker.”

warmed by an electric stove.

Presently| uplifted arm. With a grunt he col-
lapsed.” ~His ' comparion,. releasing
George, made a cowardly dash kit-]
chenwards. A -“second thunderbolt,
recognizable as-the dish-cover, drop-
pad fairly on his head.  And he, too,
fell.

“It is burglars,” he whispered.
“W-w-what are you going_to do?”
It was a precblem that had been

“I've nothing to attack them with,”

heard a policeman tramping past.”
George "obey2d.  Cynthia’s guuss
was a good one; there were two police-

But they . hadr’t the room was

A npetwork of a thousand thoughts
along the bare.field spread.

And no one knows what secrets
pas3 on little cobwebs fraught
By spiders in tka stubble fields, or
what great works are wrought.
And none can guess what beauties

Can weave about:the waning year,
. like -spiders, silently,
A net work of her beauties there,

empty stomach. “Whose stomach?
asked the celebrated wit.

A LAST PEARL.
Quite as dry-flavored—and quite as
{amiiiar, though it, too, will bear re-
peating—is the story of the professss
who was lecturing to a class of medi-
cal students anxious to get away to a
football cup final:—
At last the clock poiated to the hour.
at which the class was usually dis-
missed, and there was at once a gen-
eral rising from seats and a collesting
of books. “One minute, please, gentle-
men,” expostulatec ‘he lecturer—*“ona
minute, please. Keep sour seats. - I
have still one more pearl to cast.”
Even doctors kave been known to
be w=aried by their patients’ com-
plaints, as we learn from these two
stories, both.of which are too good
to be new but are no worse for being
cld:—
o § uuderstand » said a friend onca
to a doctor, “that Biown is a martyr
to dyspepsia.” “Yes,” replied the doc-
tor, “he i3 dyspeptic all right, buat it
is his wife who is the martyr.”
“You can never talk to Miss Smith,”
complained another person to a doctor,
“but s-hat she gives you a full cata-
ogue of her ailments” “Yes,” was
the reply, “you might almost call it an
organ recital.”
And, of course, there simply hnd to
be the famous story of Whistler:-——
Whistler once called in Sir Morell
Mackenzie, the great throat specialist
of the Victorian era, and when Mac-

a

n

was. none too pleased, but he saw to

‘| the dog, took his fee, and went away,

A-little while later Mackenzie sent for
Whistler urgently, and when the lat-
ter arrived greeted him. with, “Oh.
I'm glad you've come; I just wan'ed
to ask you about having my front door.
painted.”” S
A LIKELY SUSPICION. -

. Accordipg to Mr. Aye, one of the
greatest tribulations of a cross-exam-

the birds, a farmer, in giving evidence
was so careful and se obviously nerv- -

address she was more puzzled than 5 E 5 us ‘that defendin,, ¢ - L
- ever. It was addressed to “Miss Busy Ee?;‘:hii’;”:n P:;g ;;e?aﬁnéoih.:gggé morning.” = :‘Georgs—’ men in the act of turning the corner. for all who seek to seo. ed to ?nghten }:x-:‘r;. Qg\nﬁ 3:;1: 1,::; \
Bee, care of Messrs. Harford & Har-{ (., “We must just try again,” said Cyn-| = “Well? He shouted; Cynthia shouted. . -| —By Viola Ie Strange, in The Wind- :

ford, Third Window, Fourth Flosr,
I‘acmg West Central Hospital.” -

It was a Jomt invitation from son.e
-of the boys in the men’s ward, asking
.her to tea the following Saturday
" There was to be a concert, and if she|,
could join in, so much the better, They
had watched her so often, and she huad
-smiled at them so often, that they all
felt they knew-her. - She looked so
happy that they wanted to know her
better.

Judy, surprised and {ouched, decided
t0 go. If she could cheer those boys
-up she would. Besides——

The Saturday afternoon concat,
proved to be the usual hospital affair,
replete with kind old ladies exercising
somewhat = doubtful talents,
-couldn’t help being the star turn.

When she had finished her first ;

piece at the piano, no one would hear

Judy| ger.

was in readiness, and amid that elar-
ing ‘whiteness and careful cleanliness
there was the inan Judy loved. Bask-
ed and rubber-booted, he seemed -nore
remote than ever.
Perhaps it was a cudden feeling- of
and helpl which
overcama Judy, or perhaps it was the
sickening reek of ether which clung
stickily about the air. Her grip on the
ledge slackened. She felt faint. = She
fell. -
‘Whe2 she recozzred conscnoua,n&»s,
her broken arm had been Set, and her
whole body ached with bruises.  She
was a little light-headed from the
chloroform thay had.given her, and it
was some moments before she realized
whose was the faco that bent-above

Still light-headed, she raised an in-
quiring finger and touched the corner

thia wken he had jone.
Gladyo may know semeone,” said
George.
* SAlf Bndger’s the feller yvou need,”
Gladys said unhesitatingly. = “Mafe-
king Terrace, end shop.”
George wrote to Alf, nsking him to
call.. Three days latez, in the absence
of any response, George himself. did
the caliing.

“'E'1l come tcrmorr_er, any’ow,”
said Mrs. Bridger.  “Ten sharp.”
But although they waited, Mr. Brid-

G

trying to sell.”
her to catch the words. “I put it with
the other thmgs in the bxg cupboard
on the landing.”

enthusiasm.

quietly as possible, because, as he had
once read in a book, the essence of

“The sword. The one we've been

They came, - massive, adequate,
Heé had to bend over

splendidly reassuring, just in time to
catch Alf in the act ¢ crawling away.
The other burglar’s capture presented
no difficulty; the electric flatiron had
sent him into a dream from which only
a stiff tot of brandy aroused him.

* L d = *

“Right-o,” said George, but without
“But you won’t run into danger?”
“Not if I can help it,” promised}
eorge, truthfully.

He went out on the landmg—-as

“The : Bench _considers - ¢that you
showed great courage and presence of
mind, &nd would like to congmtuhk
you,” said thé chairman of the magis-

sor Magazine. 2

mitted for trial. (They subsequently
got thred years’ penal apiece.)
-Cynthia smiled and murmured - her
thanks. But at the back of her mind
she was wondering whether a badly-
dented dish-cover and an electric iron
with a broken handle were worth in-
cluding in the collection of junk she
was sending to the vicar's jumble sale.

trates, when the burglars were com-

—“Tit-Bits” (London).

ger failed to put in an appearanca.
Gladys collected the junk and car-
ried it back to the cupboard. °
George called.again at ~ Mafeking
Terrace. - A red-haired boy left in
charge of the shop tcld him that the
older. Bridgers had gone on excursion
to Clacton. The red-haired one krew
nothmg whatever about a missed ap-

THE FAMILY A[BUM__‘[HE HOME FOUNTAIN_PEN

- By GLUYAS WILLIAMY

TS i :

in a fierce voice, “are you prepared to
swear on your oath that this man, the
prisoner,  shot your pigeons?” :“f
didn't say he did shoot ’em,” was tha
reply, “I s:ud I suspected him o’ doing’
it”” - “Ah, now we're coming to it
said - tie.  barrister: tnumphantly-‘
“What made you suspect that man?”.
“Well,” said the farmer, carefully,
"ﬁrstly, I caught him on my land:wi

a gun. Secondly, I heard a gun- go

I fouhd- four o’ my: pigeons in hiz.

pocket,- and ‘I don’t think.them birds’ °

flew there and shot themselves.”
But probably the best.of all-
Aye's anecdotes about'lawyers is that
little - masterpieco . which~ he- quotes

ber” :—
A magistrate wnshmg to show len-
iency determined to” bind-a prisoner;

over, and ‘asked him if he: had any| - :

off, an’ saw sume pigeons fall. Thirdly, R

from Pett Ridga's “I lxke to Remem- i

of the house—surgeons mouth.
“What a serious young man!” s‘he
said.
“Something to look serious about,
this!” he muttered, but smiled back at
her, nevertheless. &
“You don’t seem nearly so remote
when you smile,”” she said. “You
should. do it more often.”
“Remcte—I—remote?” He threw
back his head and laughed. "“Why, it
was you who seemed so remote. You
smiled at everyone except me.”
{You used to glare at me when I
powdered my nose.”
“Why, I loved to see you powder
vour little nose! You ali seemed so
carefree over there. Everything seem-
ed so serious here.  I'd twork much
better after I’d watched you for a min-
ute. And why.do you think I came
across collecting.- It was just taat I
couldn’t bear this sease of your being| George, acidly.. -
Jjust across the way, always just out}  He shepherdcd the Emponums pro-| -
of reach.” - prietor to the door aud came back to}: -
. stadents, she rever mede friends wih| - “And now I've come across to sou,”| Cynthia. et
~ - the f:uir young mav with the 3-Tious| she said, “and you'll have to smile at; . “Sling the whole- collechon at the e P
< res L eYeS s | me because I'm a patient.”- back of the cupboard, and let it stay| = -
28 { don't think he approves of me," “I'1l do more than smlxe," he said,{ thete till tho lease explm," he growl-
she tcld the rosy-facyl boy with the| as he bent over her again. -
broken leg. * “He always stands and| “Accidents have their. compensa-
S ‘810“'91'5 at mo whea I'm playing—| tions,” murmurad Judy:happily, after| him. . Cynthia_opened it.- England’s
; ,,i that 15 if he dexzns {to_notice ma at| he had Kissed het.-—“Answers" (l'_g'l- most. dilapidated. and unshaven' rag:
Al don). "L - and-borie merchan confmnted he!
“Oh, he approvea of you all rxght. : ———6— 2]
T.He wouldu'c ‘coms Tound at all while When you feel that "somethlng just
you re here if he didu't.” He's always| has to be dons with' that “chlid,
“very. b But then he_takes his'fob| to ons you'rs in the -wrong. It
<very_seriously, you know.  Hi somathing, it i3 -Nothing_ that 1. the
best: thing to  do.

of her leaving the instrument. * Some
students, who had gathered in the
doorway, ran forward every time she
“tried to escape, and held her down.”
She-played popular dance tunes and

- all the old favorites she could remem-
-bor, She sang an old-fashiored love
eong and had half the ward singing
with her, It was towards the end of
this song, that her voice faltered and
her energetic little hands played not
80 surely, She saw the fair young
man pause in the doorway.
Wher she had finished the song he
spoke to the students, and a number
-of tl em turned on reluctant heels and
went away, but he remained, Srown-
ing

tment. George decided to rule cut
the entire Bridger family. On the way
hnmsa he passed Ye Olde Emporium; A
notice in the wiadow said “Anything
Bought" It sounded hopeful and
George went in. - -
The  grey-haired proprietor - heard
George’s hard-luck story with sympa-
thetic amusement. - Nine-thirty on the
following - morning. would “ses him
without  fail -~ at - the. Evergreens.
George’s  faith in human nature re-
vived.

At twexve-thxrtj, threo hours_late,
the grey-haired man arrived. ‘He was : z
taken to where the junk had been PRIt
ranged against the scullery wall, and, 2 o
after gazing ‘at it as an art expert ==
migh® gaze at'a collect.on at C'mstle '3 ;
said “A bob.”

“Thanks for commg, thoug e saxd

friends who would act s sureties: “The,_
Almlghty is my friex ._,.q‘"\ ted tho
defendant. " “Yes, " yes,” reph
magtstrate, “but the point is, can you
givo us the name of a friend:
near?”.“The Almighty is evex;y\vhera, ;
answered the man; “I know,” said the -
magistrate, - patiently, “but I am-
afraid we shall have to think of somad
one of more settled habits? S
That is a story: which no-Fre nch-' s
man—and: the Frencirman'is the tns, -
disputed master of szones about tho
Law—could cap. "~
CARRYING CO\'\’ICTION’. e
s The late “Tlm" Healy was probably :
.| the gmtest ‘master of the \vxthenng
retort. in the English  Courts fer the:
past thirty’ vears, and to him; as Mr.
Aye reminds us, must gothe palm ¢
the rapid smaehmg of-an:opponen

ASKS !MFE WHERE HER- - AFTER CONS)DERABLE 6025 up MU\TERNG HE AFTER SEARAH UPSTRIRS

"FOUNTAIN -PEN-15, 1T DISCUSSION TAMILY DE-  NEVER D1D KNOW ANY--* MUDRED REMEMBERS -

ISNIT ON-THE.DESK-AND * CIDES. IT' MUST BE UP-, TWING T0 BE WHERE T 1?5 ON THE TELEPHONE

HEWANISTDWR!TE A “STRIRS. BECRUSE- MOTER - OVGHT TO BE IN THS smND 'SHE: WAS TARING
: Whus N%%"{g .%r TrlE . BOUSE vown AN AWREss

She felt suddenly nervous, or she
would hrve gone up to him and asked
‘him why he’did not like her 3)ng.
She often went over to the hospital
- after that, but though st.e mad friends
S with all the patients and many of the

pe!
" | taining "to- some hmber, ~“Tim > bein
- | leading counsel for ‘the defence. In the

A rap at t.ha bauk door mterruptcd 3




